Pericles Prince if Tyre, 
for wornics, but lie goe fearch the marker.’ & , 

Pand. Three are foiire thoufand Chickeens were as breef 
proportion to live qaietly, and fo give over. ^ * 

*&id» Si,C " 1 Is “ * togi, 

rand. Oh our credit comes not in like the commodity no . 
the commodity wages not with the danger : themfore,ifi n S 
youths we could picks up fome pretty eftate, t’ were not att2 
to keepeourdoore hatch’d; befides, ?he fore termes wS2 

P AWr thC S ° d u W / 1 be ftr0ng with us for giving ore. ~ 
' B p aiid : C °me, other forts offend as well as we. 

land. As well as we, I, and better too, we offend worfe n?; ■ 
jW/r! 0UF P ro ^ c ® on m y Tr ade, it’s no calling : but hwc comes 

Enter Bm[t with the Piratsand Marina] 






r wb^S^^*"*'**'*** ‘ 

baud. Boult, ha. s fhe any qualities ? 
bouit, Shee ha’s a good face, fpeakes well, and ha’s excel!™ 

t^bcrctS: 15 " Q fUrthCf ne ^ ffitk 0f< 3 auiicies can 

Baud. What’s her price Boult ? 

rlT wSTt^ be taKd onc doit ofa pee*; 

»ey ieK “vSeZ 7 f’ If “ tavc y° ur to* 

^J^i^U^ mrk -T flxr ’ the , colour ** 

and erv • Hp ff™*. 5 n y with warrant of her virginity* 
Get this done 

,E r ‘ (hall follow. , 

Or 







Pericles Prince of Tyrel 

0f that thefe Pirates, not enough barbarous; _ 

Had not ore-boord throwne me, for to feeke my mother 
Baud. Why weepe you pretty One ? 

Mar. That I am pretty. 

Baud. Come, the gods have done their part in you* 

Mar, I accufe them not. 

Baud. You are light into my hands, 

Where you are like to live. 

Mar. The more my fault, to fcapehis hands. 

Where I was like to die. 

Baud. Iy andyou fhall live in pleafure. 

(Mar. No. _____ 

Baud. Yesindeede fhall you, and tafte Gentlemen of all fa= 
fhions. Y ou (hall fare well ; you fhall [have the difference of ail 
complexions t what de’ye ftop your cares ? 
ejflar. Are you a woman 

Baud, What would you have me to be, if I be not a wo° 
man ? 

Mar. An honeft woman, or not a woman. 

Baud; Marry whip thee Gofling : I thinke I (hall fomething 
to do withy ou . Come, ye’ are a young foolifh fapling,.and mult ' 
be bowedas I would have ye. 

(Mar. The gods defend me. 

Baud. Ifit pleafe the gods to defend you by men, then meii > 
mull comfort you, men muft feede you, men mull ftirreyou up ; 
Boults return’d. v 

Enter Boult. 

Now fir, haft thou cride her through the Market? 

Bouh. I have cride her almoft to the number of her hairesa 
1 have drawneher picture withmy voyce. 

Baud. And prethee tell me, how doft thou finde the indina<= 
tion of the people, elpecially of the yonger fort? 

Boult. Faith they liftend to me, as they would have hearkned 
to theirs fathers Teftament. There was a Spaniards mouth fc- 
’vVMered, that he w ent to bed to her very description, 

ruffe on ^ ee here to morrow with his bed -' 

Bouhl- 


"2 
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